

























Maybe this is about the sand
               that mantled your shoulders, 
& found its way into other summers.
Or the wind, singing weirdly 
through the pines 
                                             infecting sleep.
Beneath the swinging bridge, a beer-coloured dog 
followed bits of driftwood
                                                            into the river
& driving home, birds braided the sky ahead
while your heart stammered uselessly 
                                                            inside your wrists.
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